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revenge, for not very many years later I was much taller
than she S

My memories, however, of her, as of most things, are
very clear since my age of seven or eight. In fact 1 remem-
ber most of the dates and incidents since then. These
memories centre most vividly round her frequent visits to
our home, the most welcome being the one she paid on her
return from foreign lands. She went away practically every
year; and when she returned, she invariably came to us
for a midday meal and brought a large box full of toys.
We were a very large Hindu family4, my father, Dr. Bhagavan
Das5, and his three brothers, Messrs. Govind Das6, Radha
Charan Sah7 and Sita Ram Sahs, occupying different blocks
in the same * compound '9. When Mrs. Besant came, all
the four sub-families gathered at one place for this great
day. Everyone was astir; all the children were properly
dressed ; the best foods were cooked, of which Mrs. Besant
ate precious little. It was only when I went with her to
England and saw her eating better and with more relish
than I could there, I realised how tastes differ, and how food
is a matter of habit, and how we never get accustomed
to strange foods even if we do to the climate, however much
we may try. I also remember how the silver of the house
used to be taken out for the occasion. Let me say quite
candidly that it was not done so much to match the white-
ness of the lady as to satisfy certain orthodox old-world
notions of the ladies of the family, that gold and silver
were not " defiled " even if " aliens " ate out of them,
while the common metal of daily use became "impure" by
their touch. Gold and silver are supposed to be much